WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
one Friday evening to my doctor, Maurange. He had explained the
nature of the malady and told me that there were two cures, one by
means of a regime and treatment which might last six months or six
years, or all my life, and one by an operation which had been recently
discovered and practised by two American surgeons. Which, he
asked, would I prefer, adding that it was a major operation with a
mortality of some 7 to 10 per cent. I replied that I would think it
over and give him an answer the next morning. That night I was
dining with Charles Mendl, and on leaving I asked him if he could
give me something to read. He lent me Buchan's latest book Mr.
Standfast, one of the Thirty-nine Steps series. I started to read it
when I went to bed. Early in the book a certain American, Mr.
Blenkinsop, who had played a great part in Greenmantle, reappeared,
but not as formerly as a dyspeptic and chronic invalid, but as a man
who could eat a mutton chop first thing in the morning. The hero,
Colonel Hannay, asked him how he had managed it, whereupon Mr.
Blenkinsop described how he had been cured by being operated on by
the Mayo brothers of West Springs. He described the actual operation
which Dr. Maurange had proposed to me that evening. That was
good enough for me: I put the book down and went fast to sleep, and
as soon as I woke the next morning, which was Saturday, I rang up
Dr. Maurange and said, "Operation, please, provided it can be done
on Monday morning, that de Martel will do it, and that I can have it
done in my own apartment in the Villa Victor Hugo." Maurange's
answer was, "You can have de Martel, have the operation on Monday,
and have it done in your apartment, but you've forgotten the most
important thing of all, a good nurse." However, he managed to
secure her in the course of the day and everything else was arranged
according to schedule.
After three months I was completely cured and was most unwilling
to leave Paris. But Fate, which knew what was best for me, decided
against me, and very soon after Lord Hardinge's appointment became
definite I received a letter from the Private Secretary to the effect that
it had been decided to transfer me from Paris elsewhere. It was a very
different communication from that which had given me my marching
orders for Athens three years before. This time I was offered the choice
of about a dozen posts. Some, the letter said, were vacant at once,
some in a few months* time, and one was described as "eventually."
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